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Secret band rituals 


March 1983, San Francisco. 
Cliffs flat 
That night's perfect peace mixed to the thrill of the wait was just delightful. 


Black Sabbath playing on the background was just a mere detail that chipped in to make that moment magic. 
Embraced by the mid-darkness of the bedroom, the two young men could feel it very well. 


No one of them spoke a word for several minutes. 
One was sitting on the foot of his bassist's bed, the other one was sitting astride a chair swiveled around. The 
second guy was pretty busy with a couple of strange tools while the first one was smoking a joint to relax a 


bit. 


The silence was broken only by a gasp, which left the Dane's lips when his friend touched the bare skin of his 
chest. The redhead giggled softly, still preparing his kit. 


| haven't done anything yet.” 
Lars smiled to ease the tension. 
| know. Hurry up, fucker.” 


Grinning, Dave lowered his eyes on the little nightstand next to him. He rolled the needle between his index 
finger and his thumb, paying attention not to get it dirty again. He had sterilized it carefully and now 


everything was ready. Only a step was missing. 
"Relax now" he whispered to the drummer. 


Lars tried to do as he was told, but his nerves were still contracted. He felt excited for something he had 
never tried before, yet he knew he was in good hands with Dave. Besides, it was a band thing. And it was his 


idea. 


Only the guitarist's laughter drew Lars's attention to the anesthetic Dave had chosen to use. Suddenly after 
that, all the younger one could sense was cold. 
He looked down: the redhead's hand was pressing an ice cube to his left nipple. 


"Shit, man! It's fucking cold!" he protested. Dave giggled. 


Its not gonna last, baby" he replied, kissing his lips softly as he moved the cube in circles along the Dane's 
sensitive skin Drops from the wet trail dripped soon over his chest, flooding like a river and getting him soaked 
as the ice danced all around his nipple, led by Dave's skilled hand. 


His nipple became hard very soon and when it was finally dumb, Dave threw the ice back into the little bowl on 


the nightstand. 


"It should be enough" he said, pinching hard the nipple with his nails. "Do you feel any pain?" he asked, his face 
showing no emotion. 
His eyes met Lars's as the drummer swallowed and nodded. 


"Alright. Its time then. Are you ready?" 
Lars took a deep breath, then nodded again. "Do it" 


Slowly, Dave brought the needle to the Dane's chest and squinted his eyes, trying to keep his concentration. 
The metal tip just tickled the sensitive flesh at first, then pierced it smoothly. Lars moaned softly as he bit 
his lips. Soon enough, however, the tip popped out of the other end of the nipple and the redhead slipped quickly 
a silver ring through the tiny hole. 


"It's done, darling" he said, pressing a little towel to the wound. "How was it?" 


Lars made a face. "Not that bad" A little pause followed before a wicked grin played on the drummer's lips. 
Let's do yours, now." 


Dave shook his head and laughed. "No way. Not tonight, baby." 


Hearing those words, Lars scowled at him but when he was about to protest, a stab of pain stopped him and 
he groaned. 


"Here, have some ice" Dave offered, pressing a cold bottle of whisky to the other one's nipple. Lars whined but 
didn't complain. "Let's do the other one." 


"No way! It hurt like hell. Besides, you haven't honored the promise, so I'm not doing the other one." He smirked. 
"Not tonight" 


Dave raised a brow. "I thought you wanted it.” 
"Yeah. Well.. I'll wait for you to have your left one done." 
The redhead burst out laughing. "It seems you'll be waiting for a long time, then" 


"Fine, dude. I'll be patient. It'll be worth it. Cliff and | are already pierced.. and I'll see you every damn day of my 
life, after all. Isn't it right?" he asked, smiling like a cheeky kid. 


Dave ruffled his hair and kissed his neck, tossing him on Cliff's bed as they both laughed. 


"Yeah. The only problem is.. who's gonna propose this band shit to Hetfield?" 


